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lectual, and something like it can be found
in others, though the happy fecundity and light-
some gaiety of it belonged to the individual
temperament and perished with him. I re-
member once trying to give an idea of the
different sides of his humour, just to see how
far it could be imitated.

I made believe to have met him at Paddington,
after his release from Reading, though he was
brought to Pentonville in private clothes by a
warder on May i8th, and was released early
the next morning, two years to the hour from
the commencement of the Sessions at which he
was convicted on May 25th. The Act says
that you must be released from the prison in
which you are first confined. I pretended,
however, that I had met him. The train, I
said, ran into Paddington Station early in the
morning. I went across to him as he got out
of the carriage: grey dawn filled the vast echo-
ing space; a few porters could be seen scat-
tered about; it was all chill and depressing.

"Welcome, welcome, Oscar!" I cried holding
out my hands. "I am sorry I'm alone. You
ought to have been met by troops of boys and
girls flower-crowned, but alas! you will have to
content yourself with one middle-aged ad-

mirer."

"Yes, it's really terrible, Frank," he replied